The Tragedie of Hamlet 

heare me old friend, can you play the murther of Gonqtgo f 
flay. I my Lord. 

Ham. Weele hate to morrowe night, you could for need efludv 
afpeechof fomedofen lines, or fixteene lines, which Iwouldfet 
do wne and infert in’t, could you not ? 
flay. I my Lord. 

Ham. V ery wel l.followe that Lord, & looke you mock him net,' 
My good friends,Iie leaue you tell night, you are welcome to Elfm. 
me. Exeunt Pol. and flayers. 

Epf- Good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Ham. I fo God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefantflaue am I. 

Is it not monflrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion, in a dreame of pafsion 
Could force his foulc fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in bis eyes, diftraftion in hi 5 .1 fp eft, 

A broken voyce, an his wholefunftion futing 
Witli formes to his conceit y and all for nothing. 

For Hecuba. 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weepe for her {’what would he doe 
H ad he the motjue, and that for pafsion 
That I haue f he would drowne the flage with teares, 

And deaue the generall eare with horrid fpeecli. 

Make mad the guilty, 3 nd appale the.free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeede 
The vcryfaculties cfeyes and eares jyetl, 

A dull and muddy metteld raskall peake. 

Like Iohn-a-dreames, vnprfcgnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothings no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and mofi deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward. 

Who cals me villaine, breakes my pateacrofTe, 

Pluckes off my beard , and b'owes it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofe, giues me the lie l’ch thraote 
As deepe as to the lunges, who does me this, 

Hah, s’wounds I fhould takeit:ioritcannotbe 
But I ampidgion liuerd, and lack gall 
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Prince of Denmark?. 

To make opprefsion bitter, or ere this 
I fhould a fatted all the region ky tes 
With this flaues offal!, bloody, bandy Vil ame, 

Remorfleffe, trecherous, lecherous, kmdlefTe villaine. 

Why what an Aile am I, this is moft braue, 

That I the fonne of a deere inurthcrcd. 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpacke my hart with words, 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe 5 a dally on, ne vppont, fob. 
About my braues > hum, I haue heard, 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the feene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foulc, that prcfcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their malcfaftions : 

For murther, though it haue no tongue will fpcake 
With moft miraculous organ : He haue thefe Players 

Play fomething like the murther of my father ' • 

Before mine Vncle, lie obferuc his looker. 

He tent him to the quickc, if a doe blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue feene 
May be a deale, and the deale hath power 
T’afTume aplcafing fhape, yea, and perhaps. 

Out of my weaiccnes, and my melancholy. 

As he is very potent with fuchfpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me j He haue ground* 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the confcienceofthe King. Exit. 

Enter King , Qucetie, T downs, Ophelia, Upfenaraus, 
denflerne, Lends. 

King. An can you by no drift of cbnferencc 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating foharflily all his dayes of quiet > 

With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

%of. He dooes confcfle he feeles himfclfe di drafted. 

But from what caufe, a will by no meanes fpcake. 

Ghjl. Nor doe we find him forward to be founded. 

But with a craftieraadnes keeper aloofe - % 

When wc would bring him on lo fome confcfsion 


A 


Of 


THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.2) OctclVO 


